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Outlook  for  New  Bachelor  Grads 


Supply  And  Demand 

NEW  BACHELOR  GRADUATES*  IN  ENGINEERING 


*Post-graduate  degree  holders  excluded. 
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THE  TECHNICAL  SERVICE  COUNCIL  financed  the  forecast  of  the  job  prospects  for  new  university 
graduates  in  engineering,  business,  commerce  and  chemistry.  These  forecasts,  the  first  of  their  kind 
made,  have  been  provided  without  charge  to  all  Canadian  universities.  Authors  Drs.  Edward  B.  Harvey 
and  K.S.R.  Murthy  made  several  alternative  forecasts,  and  allowed  readers  to  choose  the  assumptions 
they  thought  most  likely.  The  authors  preferred  the  above  forecast,  which,  in  the  light  of  today's  job 
market,  even  seems  optimistic. 
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TOIKEOIKE 


6 April,  1978 


GODIVA'S  BOX 


Dear  Box: 

I am  writing  in  concern  with  the 
March  16th  rally  at  Queen’s  Park. 
Actually,  I’m  not  too  concerned  with 
it;  as  a matter  of  fact,  just  the  idea 
bores  me  to  hell.  All  the  goddamed 
flag  waving  radicals  make  me  puke. 

1 am  far  more  concerned  with 
the  plight  of  elephants  in  Zambia.  I 
mean,  theres  a real  issue  that  deserves 
student  support.  I am  disgusted  at 
the  press’  apparent  disregard  for 
these  poor  maligned  innocents.  They 
are  being  systematically  harrassed 
and  persecuted  by  the  pinko- 
communist  members  of  the  Zim- 
babwe Liberation  Army!  (ZIA). 

Over  two  years  ago  when  Cario 
Mutajar,  a well  known  liberation 
army  imperial  dictator, 
(AWKLAID),  formed  the  Zimbabwe 
Liberation  Army.  This  tyrannical 
group  had  as  its  major  goal  the 
systematic  persecution  and 
elimination  of  all  other  grey  skinned 
races.  After  much  searching,  they 
decided  that  the  only  race  inferior  to 
their  own,  (in  their  opinion),  and 
hence  open  to  their  mindless  hatred 
was  the  Zambian  Elephant. 

This  noble  creature  became  the 
target  of  unending  torments.  First  of 
all,  the  ZLA  poisoned  the  only 
coniferous  tree  native  to  Africa, 


Joe  Who? 


C.F.C.  Headquarters, 
March  21,  1978 


Dear  Mr.  Lstiburek, 

The  bulletin  board  in  question 
(indeed,  of  questionable  character) 
will  be  returned  to  your  safekeeping 
when  the  following  demands  are  met 
to  the  satisfaction  of  the  C.F.C. : 

1.  The  C.F.C.  will  be  officially 
recognized  by  the  Engineering 
Society  as  a group  to  be  feared, 
revered  and  respected  for  the  power 
and  potential  energy  wielded  by  their 
force. 

2.  The  S.A.C.  dome  shall  be  painted 
white  with  red  crosses  on  it  and  the 
words,  "Hail  Nurses”  appropriately 
displayed  for  all  to  see. 

3.  This  letter  shall  be  published  in  the 
next  Toike  Oike  for  all  to  see  and  be 
aware  of  the  power  and  influence  of 
the  C.F.C. 


The  Cute  Force  Committee 
"We  exist,  have  existed  and 
always  will  exist!” 


which  is  an  integral  part  of  the 
mating  habits  of  the  elephant. 
Without  partaking  of  the  cones  of 
these  trees,  the  male  elephants 
became  extremely  frustrated  as  they 
were  unable  to  get  it  up.  The  poor 
creatures,  driven  by  their  powerful 
mating  urges,  yet  unable  to  do 
anything,  rushed  madly  about  in  a 
state  of  agitation,  trampling 
countless  natives  in  their  grass 
condominiums.  The  ZLA  seized 
upon  this  as  an  excuse  to  begin  to 
restrict  the  movements  of  the 
elephants.  They  set  up  strict  zoning 
-by-laws,  including  specific  defecation 
areas.  Even  curfews  were  set  up  to 
limit  elephantine  nocturnal 
emissions.  The  ultimate  blow  to  these 
noble  creatures  came  with 
AWKLAID’s  unspeakable 
deforestation  program  in  which  all 
trees  over  one  meter  in  height  were 
cut  down  in  the  defecation  zones. 

This  dastardly  act  left  the  male 
elephants  in  a quandary,  unable  to 
relieve  themselves  in  the  traditional 
manner.  Excrutiating  pain  was  thus 
inflicted  upon  the  elephants,  so  badly 
that  a few  even  exploded.  Those  with 
weak  bladders  suffered  extreme 
humiliation  in  front  of  their  peers. 

One  of  these  “explosions”  killed 
a Zambian  dung  collector,  who  we 
later  learned  was  a ZIA  sympathiser. 


This  "accident”  provided 
AWKLAID  with  an  excuse  to  move 
all  Zambian  elephants  into  con- 
centration camps.  This  was  a part  of 
AWKLAID’s  “Final  Solution". 

In  these  camps,  the  elephants 
have,  and  even  today  are  suffering 
further  degradation  and  humiliation 
at  the  hands  of  camp  personnel. 
Most  of  these  guards  were  selected 
from  the  country’s  mental  in- 
stitutions and  slaughter  houses. 
Others  were  notorious  ivory  hunters 
famed  for  their  unique  torture 
methods,  which  included  placing 
bamboo  sticks  under  the  elephants’ 
toenails,  filling  their  trunks  with 
pepper  and  corking  them,  and 
placing  jars  of  peanut  butter  just  out 
of  reach  of  starved  elephants  which 
had  been  staked  down  in  the  com- 
pound. 

To  continue  the  explosion  scare, 
AWKLAID  personally  pumped 
captive  elephants  full  of  up  to  100 
litres  of  “John  Labatts  Special  Lite” 
then  suitured  their  dongs  shut. 

This  brings  me  to  the  reason  I 
have  sent  this  letter  to  the  T*ike.  The 
fact  is  that  the  only  reason  that  these 
elephants  have  not  been  totally 
exterminated  is  due  to  the 
organization’s  occupied  with  the 
production  of  Zangawba  (as  outlined 
in  a letter  in  the  Jan.  19,  1978  T*ike). 


This  liquid  is  being  smuggled  in  vast 
quantities  across  the  border  into 
Botswana.  Thus  the  engineers  at  U of 
B have  been  instrumental  in  saving 
the  Zambian  elephant,  by  their 
massive  consumption  of  this 
delectable  beverage. 

Other  groups  have  also  brought 
pressures  to  bear  on  the  ZLA.  There 
has  been  an  easing  in  the  oppression 
of  this  endangered  species.  However, 
AWKLAID  has  come  up  with  yet 
another  devious  scheme.  This  attack 
originates  in  AWKLAID’s 
propaganda  offices.  This  ruthless 
and  sickening  attack  is  in  the  form  of 
continuous  broadcasts  of  revolting 
elephant  jokes,  none  of  which  are  fit 
to  be  repeated  in  this  letter. 

What  I ask  is  that  you,  the 
reader,  come  and  join  with  us  in  our 
struggle  against  this  senseless  per- 
secution of  a once  proud  and  noble 
race.  You  can  join  our  organization 
by  showing  up  at  our  next  meeting, 
which  is  being  held  at  Varsity 
Stadium,  at  1 a.m.  on  April  11, 1978. 

Siegheil! 

Hans  Steinkoph 
Fuehrer 

Neo-Nazi  League  U of  T. 

Editor’s  Note: 

What  happened  at  the  rally? 


THE  ENGINEERING  SOCIETY: 
Victim  for  fanatical  females? 


This  letter,  obviously  of  a 
questionable  nature,  somehow 
appeared  in  the  Eng.  Soc.  Offices 
around  March  21,  1978.  A few  days 
later,  an  unknown  male  voice 
telephoned  the  Eng.  Soc.,  and, 
claimed  to  be  the  “JOe  LSTiburek 
AWK  ExESP”  to  who  the  envelope 
was  addressed,  asked  for  his  letter  to 
be  opened.  The  contents  of  the  letter 
were  read  to  him  very  carefully.  No 
comment  was  received  from  this  man 
after  the  letter  was  read:  he  just  hung 
up  the  telephone. 

No  further  record  of  the  man 
seems  to  have  been  made.  A com- 
plete search  of  our  files  reveals  that 
we  have  no  record  whatsoever  of  the 
person  in  question.  A thorough 


search  of  all  files  and  records  at  the 
university  and  the  RCMP 
headquarters  turned  up  absolutely 
nothing. 

We  are  then  led  to  one  of  three 
conclusions: 

1)  - The  person  in  question  does  not 
exist. 

2)  - The  person  in  question  did  at  one 
time  exist  but  has  been  captured  by 
the  terrible  CFC  and  all  records  and 
references  to  his  existence 
obliterated. 

3)  - The  entire  incident  is  a hoax, 
perpetrated  to  get  the  goat  of  the 
Eng.  Soc.  and  publicize  the  fanatical 


CFC.  (It  must  be  noted  that  we 
recognise  that  the  CFC  does  exist,  as 
they  have  committed  numerous  acts 
of  terrorism  about  the  campus, 
especially  on  the  Eng.  Soc.) 

Furthermore,  we  are  not  in  need  of 
bulletin  board  space  at  this  time,  and 
do  not  require  a new  (or  used) 
bulletin  board  in  any  way. 

Since  the  question  of  this  "JOe 
LSTiburek  AWK  ExESP”  ’s 
existence  is  immaterial,  and  our  need 
for  bulletin  board  space  is  nil,  we 
would  like  to  inform  the  CFC  that 
they  must  search  elsewhere  for  a 
victim  in  this  particular  matter. 

We  would,  however,  be  willing  to 
be  victims  in  any  future  matter. 


Dear  Godiva: 

Just  what  the  hell  is  going  on 
around  there  anyway?  Have  you  not 
a speck  of  decency?  We  realize  you 
need  to  fill  up  your  paper  but  enough 
is  enough.  You  must  respect  the 
facts;  present  them  clearly  and 

concisely. 

We,  therefore,  request  that  you 
print  the  following  decision  - A. 
Gizberg  and  the  rest  of  his 

‘Industrial’  flunkies  are  full  of 

horseshit ! ! ! ! 

Geological,  that  mighty,  little 

division,  won  the  chariot  race  fair 
and  square!! 

There  is  no  question  about  it  — 
Andy  sucks!! 

R.  Boocock 
Vice-Chairman 
Geological  Club 


Deerest  Bogz, 

Dihd  yhou  no  thadt  thair  izz  eh 
vari  sihmpull  sollewshun  tue  thea 
energie  prhobblemm.  Peapull  shud 
awl  bea  eqwuiped  with  engineers 
stomacks.  Eye  wuzz  convhinzed  uvf 
thadt  tuenihght,  whadt  eye  whitt- 
nezzed  whuz  amazeing.  Thuh  site 
uwf  thuh  engineers  adt  thut  maik- 
hup  deemolishing  everithig  inn  site 
thadt  wuz  dee-clared  ettibull..  Thizz 
inclooded  paiper  laybulls,  woulden 
chairs  andt  whun  unfourtune-ate  nite 
wachman.  Ifv  awl  peapul  hahdt  thizz 
capabulity  to  ingesst  awlmozdt 
anithig  thair  wood  be  know 
probhlem  whith  starwing  peapul. 
ihn  facgt  whee  cudd  sollve  ohver- 
populaishun  bye  feading  thuh 
wirulds  egscess  populaishun  tue 
sumwun  ell’s.  Juzt  thig  whee  mite 
jusdt  ghett  a wurld  whith-owt  ar- 
dsies.  Ihn  fagt  thizz  wood  allsew 
meen  thadt  thair  wood  bee  moore 
rume  fore  PENGUINS  AND 
MOOSES  tue. 

yhourzz  trewli 
OTIS  FUDPCKER 

PEE  ESS.  joywn  thuh  Apathy 
Revlution! 


The  Editor, 

University  of  Toronto 
Engineering  Society 
“Toike  Oike” 


Dear  Sir, 

I would  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
to  tell  your  readers  about  the  Metro 
Toronto  Science  Fair. 

The  Metro  Fair  is  an  annual 
event,  which  gives  a budding  junior 
Engineer  a chance  to  demonstrate 
their  expertise  in  his  6r  her  particular 
field.  The  Fair  has  a Jong  standing 
tradition  of  excellence;  after 
all— there’s  probably  someone  there 
from  your  old  high  School. 

Topics  of  projects  span  the 
entire  spectrum  of  the  sciences, 
applied  sciences,  and  Engineering. 

The  Date  and  location  are 
Saturday  and  Sunday  April  15  and  16 
at  the  Ontario  Science  Centre,  770 
Don  Mills  Road.  Admittance  to  the 
Fair  is  free.  (Dug  and  Mike  have 
promised  not  to  come,  so  it’ll  be 
pretty  safe  to  come). 

Paul  K.  Toyonaga  APSC I 
COMMITTEE 
Metro  Toronto  Science  Fair 


The  Cuckoo 

A strange  bird,  The  Cuckoo, 

He  sits  on  the  grass, 

His  wings  neatly  folded, 

His  beak  up  his  ass. 

In  this  strange  position 
He  murmurs,  “Twit,  Twit!” 
’Cause  it’s  hard  to  sing  “Cuckoo” 
With  a beak  full  of  shit. 


6 April,  1978 


TOIKEOIKE 
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NED1TORIAL  PAGE 


It  seems  to  be  customary  around 
here  for  the  editor  to  thank  everyone 
for  all  their  help  with  the  Toike 
during  the  year.  Well,  I can't  name 
everyone,  for  a number  of  reasons, 
so  it  shall  have  to  suffice  to  say 
“Thanks”  in  general.  Quite  a few 
people  have  bailed  me  out  at  times, 
when  I needed  extra  hands  to 
complete  something,  and  they  know 
who  they  are.  They  get  the  biggest 
thanks. 

It  also  seems  tb  be  customary  for 


the  editor  to  say  how  great  the  last 
year  has  been  and  to  say  they’d  never 
do  it  again,  for  any  price.  Well,  I 
could  say  the  year  has  been  in- 
teresting, at  least  from  the  point  of 
experience;  but  I cannot  admit  to  the 
latter  half  of  the  axiom,  as  I shall  be 
editing  next  year.  “Fools  rush  in 
where  angels  fear  to  tread.”  If  the 
angels  start  to  run  away,  then  I’m  in 
trouble. 

The  outlook  for  next  year  is 


promising.  We  have  already  recruited 
the  new  staff,  who  are: 

Editor-in  Chief  Michael  Nettleton 
Assistant  Editor  Dave  Sosinsky 
Assistant  Editor  Mike  Stephenson 
Business  Manager  Ed  Porasz 

Hopefully  we  can  make  some 
innovations  to  improve  the  quality  of 
the  Toike,  but  we’re  not  out  to 
revolutionize  the  world. 

Good  luck  to  all  on  your  exams. 

I hope  I pass,  too. 


John 


Says  Good-bye 


Four  years  now,  John  and  the  boys 
have  been  getting  together  every  once 
in  a while  to  enjoy  a little  intravenous 
ethanol  and  to  open  the  sluice  gates 
of  their  perverted  little  minds. 

I’ve  accomplished  many  amazing 
feats  during  my  notorious,  if  not 
noteworthy,  journalistic  career. 
These  include  drinking  15  beer, 


eating  7 pieces  of  Kentucky  Fried 
Chicken  (and  still  hitting  the  toilet), 
and  inducing  alcoholism  -in  every 
typewriter  the  Toike  has  ever  owned. 

There  are  still  a few  things  I have 
yet  to  achieve,  for  instance:  I would 
have  liked  to  have  won  at  least  one 
free  game,  by  honest  means,  on  the 
Annex  pinball  machines;  or  to  have 
laid  a nurse  while  at  the  same  time 


Attention 
Class  of  7T8 


In  order  for  us  to  be  able  to  keep  in 
contact  with  one  another  in  the  years 
to  come,  we  require  dependable 
people  to  be  elected  as  7T8  depar- 
tmental alumni  reps.  It  will  be  this 
person’s  responsibility  to  maintain 
an  up-to-date  list  of  their  fellow 
classmates  (names,  addresses, 
telephone  numbers).  These  lists  are 
needed  in  order  to  inform  you  of  any 
activities  which  will  ocour  (reunions 
to  funerals,  inclusive!)  in  the  future. 


We  therefore  ask  you  to  submit  the 
name  of  the  lucky  person  who  has 
been  entrusted  with  maintaining  your 
ties  with  the  University  of  Toronto. 
Submissions  may  be  handed  to  Jan  in 
our  Eng.  Soc.  Offices  or  directly  to 
me. 

Thank  You 

Best  of  luck  on  your  exams 
Ronald  Boocock 
Alumni  President  - Class  of  7T8 


The  Nth  annual  Interclass 
Waterpolo  tournament  was  held  over 
2 weeks  this  year  because  of  the 
tremendous  turnout!  On  March  13 
the  eliminations  were  held,  in  which 
8T1C,  IND7T9,  CIV8TO,  and 
NY8T0  defeated  their  rivals  to  ad- 
vance to  the  semi-finals.  Then  on 
March  20th,  IND7T9  and  CIV8T0 
were  clearly  the  class  of  the  tour- 
nament as  both  teams  dominated 
their  semifinal  matches  to  advance  to 
the  finals. 

The  quality  of  play  in  the  final 


POLO^Jr 

game  was  extremely  high  — certainly 
of  Interfaculty  team  calibre.  In  the 
end,  Civil  was  able  to  hold  off  the 
last  minute  rally  of  Industrial  to  win 
by  4-2. 

Next  year’s  tournament  will  be 
held  in  the  fall  so  recruitment  for  the 
Engineering  InterFaculty  Waterpolo 
teams  can  take  place.  CIV8T0  has 
now  won  the  $25.00  first  prize  for  2 
years  in  a row.  They  must  be  stopped 
next  year! 

GO  FOR  IT! 

For  Questions  and  Information 
call  Tim  Maryon  978-2607. 


written  a front  page  article. 

But  seriously,  as  I look  back  over 
the  four  years,  I can  say  with  all 
honesty  and  from  the  bottom  of  my 
heart  that  Richard  Pearse  is  the  worst 
example  of  deviant  slime  every 
propagated  on  the  human  race. 
University  really  is  a wonderful 
place:  where  else  can  you  meet  a 
higher  per  capita  group  of  social 
deviants  and  cretins,  all  for  the  low, 
low  rate  of  IK  per  year? 

Supper’s  late  again.  The  beer’s 
warm.  The  editor  isn’t  here,  and 
Jymmi  eM  is  muttering  incoherent 
obscenities.  Nothing  ever  changes 
around  here. 

I hope  you  all  fuck  off,  eat  shit, 
and  die. 

Big  Bad  John  (the  token  Artsie) 


A Fable 

Once  upon  a time  there  was  a non- 
conformist sparrow  who  decided  not 
to  fly  south  for  the  winter.  But  soon 
the  weather  turned  so  cold  that  the 
sparrow  was  reluctantly  compelled  to 
fly  south  in  spite  of  his  policy.  In  a 
short  time,  ice  began  to  form  on  his 
wings  and  the  poor  bird  fell  to  earth 
almost  completely  frozen,  landing  in 
a barnyard.  After  a time  a cow 
passed  by  and  crapped  on  the  little 
sparrow.  The  unfortunate  sparrow 
thought  it  was  the  end  for  sure,  but 
the  manure  warmed  him  and 
defrosted  his  frozen  wings.  Warm 
and  happy,  and  fortunately  able  to 
breathe,  the  contented  sparrow 
started  to  sing.  Just  then  a large  cat 
came  past  and,  upon  hearing  the 
chirping,  decided  to  investigate  the 
sound.  The  cat  cleared  away  the 
manure,  found  the  singing  bird,  and 
promptly  ate  him. 

This  parable  contains  three  morals: 

1)  The  guy  who  shits  on  you  isn’t 
always  your  enemy. 

2)  The  guy  who  gets  you  out  of  shit 
isn’t  always  your  friend. 

3)  If  you  are  warm  and  happy  but  in 
a lot  of  shit,  keep  your  big  mouth 
shut! 


E$iKi  #iK£ 


20  St.  George  St.  3rd  floor 

Toronto 

M5S2E4 

978-5377 

Devoted  to  the  interests  of  the  underi 
graduates  of  the  Faculty  of  Applied  Sci- 
ence and  Engineering.  Published  every 
nowand  then  by  the  Engineering  Society 
of  the  University  of  Toronto.  Opinions 
expressed  in  this  newspaper  are  not 
likely  those  of  the  Students'  Adminis- 
trative Council  or  the  administration  of 
the  University,  nor  are  they  necessarily 
those  of  the  Engineering  Society,  nor 
are  they  necessarily  opinions  at  all.  The 
Toike  is  (theoretically  and  almost  prac- 
tically) supported  wholly  by  legitimate 
advertising.  Letters  to  the  editor  which 
are  received  by  mail  must  be  signed  by 
their  respective  authors  - anonymity 
will  be  preserved  if  requested. 


Steve  dEe  - 1 never  contributed 
Jymmi  eM  - another  year  down  the 
toilet 

Paul  KT  - just  another  indecorous 
industrial 

Mike  - oh,  to  have  been  here  on  time 
Claudia  - seductively  dedicated  to 
Steve,  who  took  me  for  a ride 
Graham  - Steve,  huh? 

Scythian  Warlord  - the  infamous 
Royal  Outcast  is  dead 
Royal  Outcast  - I’m  not  dead  yet! 
Faerie  Queene  - oh  yes  you  are 
Elmo  - by  the  lights  of  may  saintly 
fire  ...  there’s  Hillcrest  grads 
everywhere! 

Wendy  - so  who  cares? 

Larch  - omnipresent  memory  - where 
did  he  go? 

Giggles  - and  stopped  at  every  red 
light 

Graham  - Steve,  huh? 

AWKFTE  - where  am  I? 

C.  Wing  - old  Chinese  saying:  Once 
it’s  happened,  you  know  you’ve  been 
screwed 

Graham  - Steve,  huh? 

Dave -can’t  believe  it 

Anne  - takes  pleasure  in  announcing 

her  engagement  to  Dave 

Bruce  - God  bless  elephants  and 

Women’s  livers 

Kwik  Karl  - elephants  need  love,  too 
R.S.  Sinclair  - Garrison  Ball? 

Dug  (AWKFET)  - well,  you  know 
what  they  say  about  girls  in  the  army 
Graham  - Steve,  huh? 

Bill  M - why  couldn’t  I be  a 
pedestrian  like  everyone  else? 
Anonymous  type  - never  did  con- 
tribute 

Otis  Fudpucker  - thuh  nite  wachman» 
whuz  dee-lishuss 

AWKESSM-ESS  - the  Tigger  is  back 
in  the  Stores 

Larry'  - I guess  I’ll  have  to  makeup 
(with  Bruce?)  for  the  makeup 
OHNYBL-oh  nibble? 

Graham  - Steve,  huh? 

Real  Tigger  (accept  no  substitutes)  - 
bounce  me,  I bounce  back 
Eric  Hartwell  — Still 


COMPLAINTS? 


Our  last  issue  (the  Varslty-Toike,  3 
March  78)  was  the  single  issue  this 
year  that  caused  the  greatest  com- 
motion, except  for  the  non-existent 
issue  number  4-A.  Usually,  there  are 
people  who  say,  “Well,  that  was  a 
good  Toike,  a little  weak  here  and 
there,  but  good.”  Seldom  is  there 
any  great  reaction.  For  the  last  issue, 
there  was  quite  a commotion:  three 
distinct  responses  were  evoked. 

There  were  quite  a few  (in  fact,  the 
great  majority)  who  thought  that  the 
VarsHy-Toike  was  a great  parody. 
We  thought  so,  too.  It  involved  a 
great  deal  of  effort  from  all  con- 
cerned to  produce,  and  there  was 
much  painstaking  detail  involved,  as 


well  as  a great  amount  of  time  in 
planning. 

There  were  also  a few  who  cried 
out  in  protest  that  the  normal  Joikes 
section  was  not  included.  To  those 
people,  who  probably  won’t  even 
read  this  as  it  is  longer  than  two 
paragraphs,  I proffer  great  sympathy 
that  they  have  neither  the  patience 
nor  the  capability  to  read  and 
comprehend  a well-written  parody. 

Another  group,  the  final  group, 
were  fooled  into  picking  up  the 
Toike,  thinking  it  to  be  a Varsity, 
and  retaliated  their  shame  by 
complaining  about  its  crude  and 
vulgar  nature.  Bullshit.  Every  single 
person  to  whom  I spoke  that  had  this 


opinion  didn’t  even  read  the  paper. 
For  those  ignorant  clots  who  in- 
dicated that  we  shouldn’t  have  put 
out  the  paper  at  all  if  it  had  to  be  so 
offensive,  I have  nothing  to  say, 
except  READ  IT. 

Some  of  these  cement-heads  even 
had  the  gall  to  complain  to  Dean 
Etkin.  Out  of  due  respect,  the  Dean 
is  a busy  man,  and  hadn’t  had  time  to 
read  the  paper  when  the  complaints 
reached  him.  Some  of  those  who 
were  offended  and  had  read  some  of 
the  paper  singled  out  the  Assified 
Clods  section  for  their  attack,  and 
the  Dean  duly  read  the  section  before 
passing  on  the  complaint  to  us, 
assuming  that  the  rest  of  the  paper 


was  of  a similar  nature. 

It  wasn’t. 

An  apology  is  due  concerning  the 
ads  which  parodied  abortion. 
Abortion  is  not  a funny  matter,  by 
any  reckoning,  and  the  two  small 
references  should  not  have  been 
included. 

Neither  the  Dean  nor  the  Toike 
staff  appreciated  the  calls  of  com- 
plaint to  the  Dean:  they  should  have 
been  directed  to  the  Toike  Oike.  That 
is  one  of  the  reasons  why  our 
telephone  number  and  address  are  on 
the  masthead  of  each  issue.  Contrary 
to  popular  opinion,  we  are  rational 
enough  to  listen,  and  we  don’t  bite. 
Except  in  rare  circumstances. 


Three  meds  students  were 
discussing  in  post-op  who  they 
thought  were  the  easiest  patients  to 
operate  on.  The  first  said,  “Why,  I 
think  the  theologians  are  the  easiest 
to  operate  on,  since  everything  is 
always  in  order.” 

“I  disagree,”  stated  the  second. 
“The  pharmacists  are  far  more  easy 
to  operate  on,  as  everything  is  colour 
coded." 

The  third  medsie  shook  his  head, 
saying,  "NO,  NO,  NO,  you’re  both 
wrong.  Artsies  are  the  easiest  to 
operate  on,  as  they  have  only  two 
moving  parts:  the  mouth  and  the 
asshole.  What’s  more,  they’re  in- 
terchangeable!” 


•HM 


The  mounties  always  get  their  man 
but  the  engineers  always  get  their 
mount. 


6 April,  1978 
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high  society 

The  new  Council  is  already  off  and 
running.  We’ve  had  two  council  meetings 
and  an  executive  meeting  already,  and 
summer  executive  meetings  are  planned. 
If  you  haven’t  heard  about  any  of  these 
things,  then  your  class  rep  isn’t  doing  his 
job.  Find  him  (come  and  see  Jan  to  find 
out  who  he  is)  and  get  him  to  let  your  class 
in  on  these  things.  Council’s  new  com- 
mittees (Social,  Orientation,  4th  year, 
Professional  Development,  Blue  and 
Gold,  etc.)  are  already  in  full  swing  as  well 
as  new  ones  formed  to  investigate 
engineering  student  employment  and 
liaison  with  high  schools.  We  are  also 
planning  an  expanded  Tiny  Toike  of  a 
serious  technical  or  newsy  nature  (with  a 
few  jokes),  to  start  in  September,  to  give 
us  a publication  every  week  (including  the 
regular  Triweekly  Toike) . 

To  get  things  off  the  ground,  the 
executive  is  holding  a weekend  get- 
together  at  Hart  House  Farm  on  May  6/7. 
You  are  invited.  See  Jan  for  details  and  a 
map;  food  and  beer  are  on  us.  This  is  just 
an  informal  gathering  to  discuss  the 
engineering  society  and  generally  have  a 
good  time. 

If  you  do  anything  other  than  problem 
sets  in  your  spare  time,  then  you  have  a 
vested  interest  in  your  student  society. 
There  are  many  services  we  can  provide 
and  activities  we  can  sponsor,  if  you  give 
us  some  new  ideas.  We’re  going  to  spend 
your  twelve  dollars  one  way  or  another,  so 
you  might  as  well  get  something  you  want. 
Talk  to  your  class  rep,  talk  to  Jan,  send  us 
a letter  or  come  up  and  see  me  in  my 
office,  3rd  floor,  Old  Metro  Library. 

1979  is  a good  year! 

Rob  Yates 
ELE  7T9 
President 


Eng  Soc 
Executive 

The  Executive  will  meet  on  the 
following  dates  in  the  summer.  If  you 
will  be  out  of  town  and  you  are  an 
executive  member,  please  arrange  for 
a proxy  to  attend. 

May  6-7  (Saturday  and  Sunday)  Hart 
House  Farm  (Get  Together) 

May  24 

June  14  Wednesdays  at  7:30  p.m. 

July  26  Hart  House  South  Dining  Room 

August  16 

September  6 Wednesday  at  5:00  P.M. 

Hart  House  South  Dining  Room 


TOIKE  PIKE 


\buTl  see  things  you  couldn’t  even  dream  of. 

CLOSE  ENCOUNTERS 
OF  THE 

SIXTY-NINTH  KIND 


Tickets: 
$3.75 


hart  house 

theatre 


Owtvrwty  of  fcror^o  ■ V78-8668 


Nightly 
8 00  PM 


COMING  SOON 

NOMINATED  FOR  8 ACADEMY  AWARDS 

including:  BEST  DIRECTOR 
BEST  SUPPORTING  ACTRESS 
BEST  ORIGINAL  SCORE 


78-79  BUDGET 


REVENUE: 

Fees  S40.800.00  + 
Lockers  1,600.00 


TOTALS 

$42,400.00 


c)  Calendar 

d)  Tiny  Toikes  (expanded) 

e)  Misc. 


EXPENDITURES: 

Administrative  Costs: 


a)  Office  Salaries 

$7500.00 

b)  Print  & Stat. 

1750.00 

c)  Telephones 

1000.00 

d)  Audit  Fees 

1500.00 

e)  UI  & CP 

300.00 

0 Repair  and  upkeep 

150.00 

g)  postage 

250.00 

h)  bank  charges 

60.00 

i)  executive  exp. 

600.00 

j)  gifts 

300.00 

k)  insurance 

250.00 

Athletic  Association: 

Blue  and  Gold  Committee: 

a)  Toike  Oike 

2000.00 

b)  LGMB 

300.00 

c)  BFC 

500.00 

d)  Cannon 

50.00 

c)  Misc. 

i)  Homecoming 

50.00 

Communications  Committee: 

a)  Yearbook 

b)  Handbook 


13,660.00 


First  Year  Council: 
Fourth  Year  Committee: 

a)  Grad  Ball 

b)  Kipling  Ritual 

c)  Misc. 


2000.00 


Professional  Development  Committee: 


a)  CCES  Conference  100.00 

b)  APEO  Conference  80.00 

c)  RESSA  Conference  20.00 

d)  Misc  200.00 


Social  Committee: 

12  000  00  a)  Cannonball 

b)  Car  Rally 

c)  Misc. 


Women’s  Committee: 
Skule  Nite: 

Affiliated  Club  Grants: 
4,000.00  Contingency: 


200.00 

2,500.00 


400.00 


600.00 


100.00 

400.00 

2.400.00 

3.240.00 
$42,400.00 
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“Captain’s  Log,  Stardate  2315.6.  We 
have  received  a message  from  the 
lotian  people  demanding  our  im- 
mediate presence.  We  have  agreed 
and  will  be  beaming  down.’’ 

Since  his  run-in  with  God  a few 
solar  days  back,  Kirk  had  decided 
that  being  a god  limited  his  power. 
He  had  thus  dropped  his  ethereal 
guise  and  donned  his  old  uniform. 

“Chekov”,  Kirk  snapped,  sending 
an  instant  chill  up  Chekov’s  spine, 
“Scan  the  area  where  we  are  going  to 
land.” 

Chekov  palmed  the  buttons  on  the 
scanner  with  remarkable  speed  and 
instantly  reported,  “There  is  nothing 
for  miles  around,  sir,  except  for  the 
lotian  council  chamber." 

"1  want  a bigger  audience, 
Chekov.”  Kirk  snarled,  reaching  for 
hsi  ever  present  (and  ever  loaded) 
Phaser. 

“Sir,  the  nearest  city  is  ap- 
proximately a quarter  of  the  planet 
away,”  Chekov  said,  visibly  shaken. 

Flash!  went  the  phaser.  Plink! 
went  Chekov’s  ear.  “Then  transport 
the  council  to  the  city,  idiot,”  he 
ordered,  whereupon  Scotty  offered 
“Sir,  the  technology  doesn’t  exist  to 
...”  his  voice  trailed  off.  Kirk  stared 
at  him  in  icy  silence. 

“Come  on,  Mr.  Spock,”  Scotty 
said,  “Let’s  go  invent  it.”  They 
turned  and  just  made  it  into  the 
elevator  as  a section  of  the  recently 
replaced  door  vapourized  again. 

“A  near  miss,  Mr.  Spock”  said 
Scotty,  somewhat  relieved.  “Is  that 
so?”  Spock  said,  clutching  his 
flaming  ear.  “He’s  a menace,  that 
captain,"  said  the  computer-driven 
elevator. 

**** 

“Captain,  Mr.  Spock  and  1 have 
finally  completed  the  modification  of 
the  Transporter.  You  can  move  half 
the  planet  into  their  sun  if  you 
wanted  to.”  Scotty  said,  jokingly. 

“I  just  may,”  Kirk  said,  letting  a 
chuckle.  He  then  noticed  no  one  was 
laughing. 

“I  don’t  laugh  alone,”  he  said. 
Chekov  went  hysterical  with 
laughter,  and  Sulu  wet  his  pants. 
Uhura  was  forcing  laughter  so  hard 
that  tears  were  coming  to  her  eyes. 
The  bridge  was  in  stitches  for  five  full 
minutes.  Kirk  was  so  pleased  that  he 
put  his  foot  through  the  helm  control 
panel. 

“See  what  you  can  do  about 
repairing  navigation,  Helmsman,” 
Kirk  said,  as  he  walked  to  the 
elevator.  Sulu  stared  in  terror  at  the 
smoking  remains  of  his  panel  as  the 
ship  began  to  spiral  into  the  planet. 

“Transporter  room!”  Kirk  or- 
dered the  elevator.  It  took  off  slowly 
this  time,  but  reached  warp  2 in 
under  five  seconds. 

“Spock,  you  and  McCoy  are 
coming  with  me,  after  you  move  the 
council,”  said  Kirk. 

The  warp  engine  anti-matter  pods 
were  drained  almost  instantly  as 
Spock  just  barely  succeeded  in 
transporting  the  council  a quarter  of 


a planet  away. 

“It’s  done,”  said  Spock,  half  in 
disbelief  at  the  number  of  physical 
laws  they  had  either  twisted  or 
completely  ignored. 

“Then  let’s  go!”  Kirk  roared  at 
Scotty,  who  prayed  there  was  enough 
energy  left  to  transport  them  safely 
down. 

They  just  dematerialized  as  the 
overloaded  dilithium  crystals 
shattered  into  well  over  a million 
pieces. 

Scotty  drew  a heavy  sigh  as  he  set 
about  the  week  long  task  of  repairing 
the  Enterprise.  “Bloody  captain!”  he 
said,  and  instinctively  covered  his 
head.  Ulcers  were  the  big  thing  on  the 
ship. 

The  three  of  them  beamed  down  in 
front  of  the  newly  erected  council 
chamber.  Kirk  by  far  captured  the 
passers’-by  attention  with  his  gold 
blazer,  jet  black  pants,  and  royal 
purple  cape.  He  fully  enjoyed 
watching  them  stare  open-mouthed 
in  awe  at  him. 

The  council  chamber  looked 
somewhat  out  of  place,  standing 
directly  over  the  remains  of  a library. 
There  was  general  concern  about  the 
fact  that  it  was  leaning  at  an  angle 
and  appeared  very  near  collapse. 

“My  God!”  thought  Spock. 
“How  many  people  were  in  that 
library?” 

“Well,  lets  go  into  the  council 
then,  Spock.”  Kirk  said,  motioning 
also  to  McCoy,  who  stood  stupified 
at  the  sight. 

"They’re  dead,  Jim,"  came 
McCoy’s  time-worn  phrase.  He  then 
put  his  tricorder  away  and  followed 
Kirk  in. 

“Welcome  to  our  planet,  Captain 
Kirk”  said  Mr.  Oxmyx,  standing  at 
an  unusual  angle  in  an  effort  to  keep 
his  balance. 

“I’d  like  you  to  meet  my  boys.” 
He  motioned  to  the  corner  where 
most  of  the  room’s  furniture  was 
piled.  A few  grunts  issued  through 
the  rubble. 

“And  now  that  the  trivialities  are 
over,  I want  some  fancy  heaters  and 
some  troops  so’s  we  can  work 
them.”  Oxmyx  demanded. 

“You  fool,"  thought  Mr.  Spock, 
noticing  that  the  captain  was  slightly 


irritated. 

“I’ll  tear  your  planet  in  half”  Kirk 
said  matter-of-factly.  “I  know  your 
laws.  No  interference.”  Oxmyx 
replied,  feeling  somehwat  smug. 

“What  interference?  I’m  going  to 
decimate  your  culture.  And  anyway, 
those  are  only  the  Federation’s  laws, 
not  mine,”  Kirk  pointed  out. 

Without  warning,  one  of  Oxmyx’s 
relatively  -unharmed  men  knocked 
the  three  men  out  with  a piece  of 
furniture  that  he  found  on  the  floor. 
*•** 

“Hey,  Enterprise,  this  is  Bella 
Oxmyx,”  he  said,  fooling  with  the 
communicator. 

“Enterprise,  Scott  here,”  came  the 
reply. 

“We  put  the  bag  on  your  captain. 
We  knocked  him  out  cold  and  we  put 
him  on  ice.  We  want  ...”  Scotty 
interrupted  him; 

“You  hit  him,  The  captain? 
Actually  hit  him?”  asked  Scotty  in 
disbelief. 

“Yeah,  out  cold.  He  got  quite  a 
wallop.  His  head’ll  be  ringing  for 
days.”  Oxmyx  said  proudly. 

“Hold  for  a moment”  said  Scotty, 
who  went  on  shipwide  com- 
munication to  tell  the  crew. 

Five  minutes  later,  sides  aching 
from  laughter,  Scotty  said  “Tell  you 
what.  We'll  give  you  phasers,  but 
only  so  you  can  protect  yourselves 
from  Kirk!  Scott  out,  ha  ha  ...” 

Oxmyx  was  definitely  worried, 
there  on  the  floor,  Kirk  stirred  from 
his  sleep. 

“My  head  is  pounding  ...”  Kirk 
said,  gingerly  patting  the  lump  on  his 
damaged  cranium.  He  winced  for  a 
moment  then  became  enraged  as  he 
recalled  the  past  events. 

“Friend  Kirk,”  Oxmyx  began, 
“my  man  was  a bit  eager  there  ...” 
He  stopped  short  as  Kirk  barbecued 
the  over-eager  mobster. 

“Idiot,  that’ll  teach  him  some 
respect  for  human  life.”  As  for  you, 
Oxmyx,  I wasn’t  to  talk  to  you  and 
any  other  bosses  that  rule  this  dead 
planet.” 

“Hey  Kirk,  this  planet  ain’t 
dead”,  he  said.  Oxmyx  gulped  as 
Kirk  gave  him  a “not-yet-it-isn’t” 
grin. 

Spock  and  McCoy  stirred  from 


thejj  torporapnd  saw  Kirk  walking 
towards  the  window.  As  the  captain 
passed,  he  'stepped  on  McCoy’s 
hand. 

“Why  don’t  you  watch  ...  Thanks, 
Jim,  you  fixed  up  a cramp  in  my 
hand.  You  could  be  a regular  doctor 
yourself!”  McCoy  said  all  in  one 
breath.  He  prepared  himself  for 
Kirk’s  omnipotent  and  omnipresent 
phaser  blast. 

“Forget  it,  Bones”  “Oxmyx,  who 
are  the  other  bosses?”  Kirk  asked, 
motioning  out  of  the  window. 
McCoy  blacked  out  with  relief. 

“There’s  Krako  who  keeps  the 
north  end  of  the  city.”  Oxmyx  said, 
secretly  hoping  Kirk  would  knock 
him  off. 

“Ok,  Spocko,  put  on  these  threads 
and  we’ll  make  like  hoods  and  crash 
Krako’s  dive.”  Kirk  said,  having 
gained  a working  knowledge  of  the 
vernacular. 

Spock  stared  uncomprehendingly 
at  Kirk.  But  he  got  dressed  just  in 
case. 

**** 

Across  town,  Kirk  and  Spock 
materialized  in  Krako’s  office. 
“Hey,  what  do  you  think  you’re 
doing  here?”  Krako  roared  angrily. 
Kirk  blew  off  his  leg  in  an  attempt  to 
put  things  in  perspective. 

“Krako,  I’m  Koik  and  I’m  here  to 
take  over  this  penny-ante, 
operation.”  Kirk  said  flatly. 

Krako  teetered  .clumsily  on  one 
foot.  “Who’s  your  friend  with  the 
ear,  Koik?”  said  Krako,  pointing  at 
Spock’s  unburned  ear. 

“Its  nobody,  only  Spocko."  Kirk 
added,  then  continued  his  emotion- 
packed  plea  for  world  dominance. 

“And  if  you  resist,  I’ll  push  this 
planet  into  your  sun.”  Krako  was 
definitely  worried.  Kirk  pulled  out 
his  communicator. 

“Scotty,  this  is  Koik.  Krako  here  is 
about  to  call  up  some  other  guys  on 
the  blower.  Find  them  and  give  them 
a ride  to  this  flop.  Can  do, 
sweetheart?” 

“Concrete  galoshes."  said  Scotty, 
who  immediately  searched  the 
linguistics  banks  of  the  computer  to 
help  decode  Kirk’s  cryptogram. 

Several  minutes  later,  all  the  bosses 


were  assembled  in  Krako’s  place. 
Kirk  tracked  mud  up  and  down 
Krako’s  pool  table  as  he  attempted  to 
get  control  of  the  noisy  group. 

“Quiet.  Wait  a minute.  Hold  it. 
Hold  it!!”  Kirk  was  having  difficulty 
getting  their  attention.  This  con- 
tinued for  a few  minutes  up  until 
Kirk  kicked  Teppo  in  the  eye  with  so 
much  force  that  it  rolled  out  of  his 
nostril. 

“Now  look  here,  Teppo.”  Kirk 
said,  obviously  pleased  with  his 
ironic  statement.  Everyone  laughed 
in  unison. 

“There’s  too  many  bosses  on  this 
planet,  Koik.”  said  Oxmyx,  after  a 
monumental  strain  of  underworked 
brain  cells. 

“We  can’t  get  anything  done.  I 
was  nearly  thinking,  and  I figured 
that  one  man,  a despot,  like  you 
Koik,  could  rule  the  whole  works.” 
Oxmyx’s  brain  was  severely 
overheated  by  now. 

“That’s  a good  idea,  Bella.”  said 
Kirk.  “And  what’s  more,  I’m  cutting 
myself  in  for  93%.  Any  objections?” 

“You  figure  maybe  93%’s 
enough?”  said  Teppo. 

“Yes,  I think  it’s  reasonable.  What 
do  you  think  Spocko?” 

“Sir,  may  I point  out  that  there  is 
an  entire  galaxy  out  there  for  you  to 
terrorize.  You  would  be  limiting 
yourself  on  this  insiginficant 
planet,”  Spock  added  in  a desperate 
attempt  to  allow  the  Iotians  a 
semblance  of  free  life. 

“You’re  right,  Mr.  Spock.  Maybe 
I’ll  just  destroy  it  then.” 

Spock  began  to  sweat.  “No,  it’s 
barely  worth  your  time,  sir.” 
Everyone  held  their  breath.  Kirk 
pulled  out  a coin  from  his  pants 
pocket.  He  flipped  it  in  the  air  and 
slapped  it  down  on  his  wrist. 

“Heads.  OK,  you’re  free;  Bella, 
you  may  as  well  be  head,  and  you, 
Krako,  can  be  his  right  leg  man.  Ha 
ha.”  The  bosses  were  laughing 
hysterically,  and  Spock  breathed  a 
sigh  of  relief. 

“Gentlemen,  you  two  have  been 
brooding  ever  since  we  left  the 
planet.  Perhaps  an  hour  or  two  in  the 
Wreck  Room  ...” 

“Not  I,  sir."  said  Mr.  Spock  with 
a huge  grin  on  his  face.  “Do  you 
think  it  illogical  that  a mobster  be  left 
in  control  of  a large  body  of  people, 
Spock?”  Kirk  asked. 

Spock  looked  around  at  the  crew 
of  the  Enterprise.  “Not  uncommon 
to  me,  Sir.”  Spock  said,  evading  the 
question. 

"What  about  you,  Bones?"  Kirk 
asked,  barely  curious. 

“I  left  the  communicator  in  the 
lotian  council  chamber  Sir.”  McCoy 
said,  breaking  into  a cold  sweat. 

Spock  added  “That  is  the  basis  for 
every  system  of  communication  we 
possess  on  the  Enterprise.” 

Chekov  boldly  interjected:  “In  a 
few  years,  they  may  demand  a piece 
of  your  action,  Sir." 

“I’ll  kill  them.”  said  Kirk. 


MECHANICAL  ENGINEERING  RESEARCH 


Have  you  considered  graduated  research 
work?  The  University  of  Waterloo  has  a wide 
spectrum  to  interest  you.  We  have  over  a 
million  dollars  of  funding,  including  some 
areas  which  you  might  not  think  of  as 
mechanical  engineering,  such  as  materials 
properties. 

Some  of  the  present  research  topics  are: 
Air  Pollution;  Wind  Energy;  Weather 
Prediction;  Platelet  Adhesion  in  flowing 
blood;  Ignition  and  Combustion  of  Fuels; 


Solar  Heating;  Heat  Pipes;  Welds  in  Pipeline 
Steels;  High  Temperature  Fracture  of  Metals; 
Cracking  in  Continuous  Casting;  Properties 
of  Bones;  Computer  Aided  Design;  Finite 
Element  Analysis  of  Defects;  Computer 
Control  of  Machining  and  Manufacturing; 
Lubrication  and  Wear. 

We  NEED  good  engineering  graduates  and 
would  be  pleased  to  provide  more  in- 
formation and  talk  to  you  about  funding  and 
projects. 


Associate  Chairman  for  Graduate  Studies, 
Department  of  Mechanical  Engineering, 

If  you  are  interested,  contact:  university  of  Waterloo. 

or  phone  [579]  885-1211  ext.  3350 
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CIVIC  REVENGE:  the  warmth  of  success 


Fission  vs.  Fusion 

My  transfer  from  TGH  to  the 
botany  ward  at  the  Clarke  had  been 
effected  without  incident.  The 
massive  radiation  burns  1 had  been 
suffering  from  were  healing  nicely, 
thank  you,  and  apart  from  a life- 
threatening  secondary  infection,  my 
days  were  essentially  numbered. 

On  the  morning  that  I was  swit- 
ched, my  sleep  had  been  especially 
troubled.  I dreamt  I was  back  behind 
the  wheel  of  my  V-20  Volkswagen, 
feeling  the  indescribable  high  of  9 g’s 
of  acceleration  pressing  the  very  life 
out  of  me.  However,  reality  rudely 
came  into  focus  as  the  handle  of  a 
broomstick  was  jammed  into  my 
ribs,  bruising  some,  cracking  others, 
as  a huge,  hairy,  lumbering  ox  of  a 
nurse  fairly  beat  me  awake  at  six  in 
the  morning. 

“Get  up,  you  lazy  vegetable!”  she 
snarled,  hitting  me  twice  over  the 
head,  “It’s  time  for  your  morning 
exercises.”  Ha.  Morning  exercises 
consisted  of  hydraulically  pressurized 
enemas  of  ice-cold  glycerine  shoved 
just  about  up  to  your  liver.  Needless 
to  say,  the  thought  didn’t  keep  me 
awake  nights  with  anticipation. 

“Go  to  hell!”  I muttered  sleepily, 
and  then  landed  a stinging  wallop  of 
a punch  on  her  ape-like  jaw.  Five 
minutes  later,  she  staggered  back- 
wards drunkenly  and  then  landed  in  a 
mountain  of  used  bedpans. 

The  deafening  crashes  barely 
succeeded  in  rousing  some  of  the 
more  comatose  patients,  while  others 
just  rolled  around  in  their  fertilizer. 
Eventually,  some  of  the  doctors 
would  have  to  leave  the  nurses  alone 
and  come  to  investigate,  so  1 decided 
to  act  quickly.  Jumping  from  my 
bed,  1 raced  out  into  the  hallway  and 
hopped  into  a large  canvas  covered 
truck  marked  “Human  Excrement”. 

Some  hours  afterward,  I finally 
managed  to  avoid  becoming  the  soup 
du  jour  in  the  cafeteria  by  jumping 
from  the  second  story  window  and 
out  into  the  street. 

Once  out  on  the  road,  I hailed  a 
cab  and  forced  the  driver  to  take  me 
home  at  stool-point  (1  took  one  from 
the  canvas  truck  in  the  hospital). 
Upon  reaching  home,  the  cabbie 
careened  wildly  past  my  driveway, 
one  foot  stamping  on  the  gas  pedal 
and  the  other  catching  my  buttocks 
unaware.  I tumbled  and  som- 
mersaulted  for  about  fifty  yards  until 
my  head  came  to  rest  against  a brick 
wall. 

Shaking  my  head  groggily,  I 
realized  that  I was  back  in  the  very 


garage  where  I’d  created  my  Amazo- 
Volks.  Adrenalin  surged  through  my 
near-radioactive  carcass  as  I thought 
back  to  that  glorious  race  with  the 
Vette.  But  then  1 remembered  what 
the  Civic  did  to  me  afterwards,  and 
so  1 knew  what  I had  to  do. 

I welded  the  door  of  the  garage 
shut  and  began  planning  my  new 
‘Revengo-Mini’.  Over  the  next  three 
months,  borrowing  heavily  on  a 
“How  to  do  it”  book  of  fusion 
reactors  and  pausing  only  oc- 
casionally for  some  megavitamin 
therapy  to  keep  my  body  from  ex- 
piring, I was  finally  able  to  in- 
corporate a fusion  device  into  the 
back  seat  of  a Mini.  My  day  of 
revenge  had  finally  arrived. 

Straining  several  muscles  and 
joints,  1 just  barely  succeeded  in 
pushing  the  two  and  a half  ton  Mini 
out  into  the  street  and  back  to  the 
same  intersection  where  I’d  seen  the 
Civic  before.  I settled  down  to  wait. 

Several  days  passed  by  fruitlessly, 
and  I’d  almost  finished  eating  the 
stuffing  in  the  passenger  seat  when  I 
heard  a familiar  rumble.  Sure 
enough,  the  very  same  fission 
powered  Honda  Civic  pulled  up 
beside  me.  He  thought  nothing  of  my 
unpretentious  Mini  as  he  sat  there 
eyeing  the  rusted,  aging  hulk  with  its 
fractured  rear  windows.  He  couldn’t 
know  that  the  entire  back  end  of  my 
car  was  a lead-lined,  heavy-water 
filled  fusion  reactor  laying  dormant 
and  awaiting  my  commands.  These 
extreme  precautions  were  necessary 
so  as  to  avoid  mutating  into  a 
hundred  different  grotesqueries  while 
I sat  there.  A look  of  mild  surprise 
crossed  his  face  when  he  recognized 
me.  That  look  soon  gave  way  to 
chuckling,  and  my  knuckles  whitened 
on  the  steering  wheel. 

“Wanna  drag?”  I blurted,  unable 
to  contain  myself. 

“You  must  be  out  of  your  mind!” 
he  shot  back  with  a moronic  grin  on 
his  belt-sanded  face.  A little  bit  of 
baiting  was  in  order  here.  I turned 
the  key  hard  to  the  right  and  listened 
with  anticipation  for  the  tinny, 
metallic  clacking  of  the  75  hp.  engine 
that  normally  loafed  around  under 
the  front  hood.  It  sputtered  and 
hacked  stubbornly  but  finally  caught 
hold,  pouring  volumes  of  noxious 
fumes  into  the  air.  The  Civic  driver 
sneered,  thumbed  his  nose  at  me, 
stuck  out  his  tongue,  and  then  farted. 
Evidently,  he  was  unimpressed.  I felt 
the  hair  stand  up  on  the  back  of  my 
neck  as  I fought  down  the  urge  to 
ram  a crowbar  into  his  appendix. 

Unexpectedly,  he  slid  two  vents  on 


his  roof  shut  and  sent  the  core 
temperature  of  his  reactor  up  several 
thousand  degrees.  Paint  peeled  off 
my  fenders  and  little  rivulets  of  metal 
streamed  off  my  car  as  he  closed  yet 
another  vent.  I nearly  blacked  out 
from  the  pain  of  third  degree  bums 
to  my  face,  but  the  same  un- 
controllable rage  that  overcame  me 
last  year  managed  to  keep  me 
biologically  alive. 

“Stand  ready,  pus-face,”  I 
growled.  I quickly  donned  an 
electronic  head  harness  that  was 
connected  to  a thought  wave-work 
converter  on  the  dashboard. 

“Drag-race  mode,”  I thought  to 
myself,  and  the  75  hp.  engine 
maneuvered  two  gigantic  heat  ex- 
changers into  position  on  either  side 
of  the  car.  The  civic  driver  suddenly 
shut  his  face.  A look  of  panic  and 
confusion  replaced  his  idiotic  grin. 
Reaching  behind  him,  he  pulled 
several  cadmium  rods  out  from  the 
reactor  walls  and  managed  to  raise 
the  core  temperature  so  high  that  it 
felled  an  entire  flock  of  Canadian 
geese  from  the  sky.  Momentarily 
impressed,  I felt  I should  reciprocate. 

“Fusion,”  I cogitated,  and  behind 
me  in  the  lead  lined  reactor,  two  5 
million  watt  Argon  pulse  lasers 
focused  their  searing  blasts  on  a 
single  150  Kg.  block  of  solid 
Hydrogen.  The  entire  2Zi  ton  frame 
of  the  Mini  shuddered  as  a fusion 
reaction  of  unparalled  fury  was 
initiated  under  a protective  blanket 
of  heavy  water. 

Raw  energy  crackled  around  me, 
electrifying  the  air  as  temperatures  of 
well  over  a million  degrees  Kelvin 
were  unleashed  into  the  atmosphere 
by  the  heat  exchangers.  The  stench  of 


LGMBNAD 


LGMB 

NEWS 

Despite  the  late  dale,  the  LGMB 
has  not  snuffed  it  for  the  year. 
There’s  all  kinds  of  fucking  things  to 
get  yet! 

For  example: 

1)  Friday  April  7 

“Canadian  Cancer  Society  Parade” 
-meet  at  the  band  room  at  11:00a.m. 

- parade  starts  at  Devonshire  Place 

2)  Tuesday  April  1 1 
“American  Concrete  Institute 
Conference” 

- the  tunes  “I’ve  got  a Lovely  Bunch 
of  Pokenauts”,  "1  Just  Want  to 
Jump  the  CN  Tower"  and  the 
venerable  “2001“  will  be  featured 

- meet  at  the  bandroom  at  1 1:00  a.m. 
(PLEASE) 

- free  bar  for  band  members  Wed- 
nesday, April  12,  6-8  p.m.  at  the 
Harbour  Castle 


3)  Tuesday  April  11,  9:30  p.m. 

- the  CBC  Documentary  “The  Fifth 
Estate”  will  be  doing  an  expose  on 
Wintario  Ripoffs  (Guess  which  Bnad 
that  we  all  know  and  love  will  be 
starring!) 

- just  for  the  record,  the  current  band 
leaders  deny  any  knowledge  of  any 
grant;  so  do  the  future  band  leaders, 
as  well  as  one  of  the  old  band  leaders. 
(Buy  our  records,  buy  our  cokes) 

4)  The  Engineering  Alumni  Spring 
Reunion  will  be  held  on  June  2,  1978 
at  the  Royal  York  Hotel,  at  9:15  p.m. 
Meet  at  the  bandroom  at  8:30  p.m.  if 
you’re  in  Toronto  for  the  summer. 

5)  The  .new  tradition  of  having 
trumpet  and  sax  players  as  co-band 
leaders  has  been  maintained  for  the 
1978-1979  season  with  the  ap- 
pointments of  Dug  Chmara  and  Ken 
Kettle  as  the  NEW  IMPROVED 
DELUXE  MODEL  LGMB  Co- 
leaders. Ken’s  desire  to  play  new 
music  will  be  tempered  by  Dug’s 
inability  to  play  it,  so  it  should  be  a 
great  year. 


LGMB 

OLDS 

6)  Would  the  Band  members  who 
procured  7T8  shot  glasses  at  Grad 
Ball  please  return  them  to  the 
bandroom  as  some  of  the  Grads 
never  got  theirs.  (This  applies  to 
Cannon  Guard  too,  guys!)  It  means  a 
lot  to  these  grads,  and  since  you’ll  all 
have  your  own  chance,  we’d  ap- 
preciate their  return. 

Thanks  a lot, 
Brucie 


ozone  nauseated  me,  and  the  357  K 
temperature  inside  the  passenger 
compartment  made  my  breathing 
very  difficult. 

“Sub-critical!”  I demanded,  and 
powerful  magnetic  dampers  came 
into  play,  not  only  controlling  the 
flow  of  plasma  through  the  reactor, 
but  also  pulling  the  fillings  out  of  my 
teeth.  The  Civic  was  definitely  un- 
nerved. It  was  then  that  I decided  to 
switch  control  of  the  plasma  flow 
over  to  a manual  control-stick  bolted 
to  the  floor  in  front  of  me. 

Easing  back  gently  on  the  stick,  the 
temperature  gauge  rocketed  up  to 
“Extremely  Hot”  and  the  heat 
exchangers  began  glowing  a dull 
orangey-red.  As  far  as  the  Civic  was 
concerned,  my  display  was  better 
than  a mouthful  of  Ex-Lax.  He 
quickly  shovelled  some  half-dozen 
containers  of  Uranium  forcefully 
into  the  reactor.  His  eyes  shot 
quickly  over  to  me  as  he  strapped 
himself  in.  I flashed  back  a sinister, 
yet  apathetic  grin,  and  then  pulled 
back  on  the  stick. 

The  watch  on  my  wrist  lagged 
several  seconds  as  relativistic  time- 
correctors  were  slow  to  compensate 
for  the  energy  leap.  Winking  at  my 
foe,  I tugged  the  stick  back  to 
halfway  and  the  sun  moved  fifteen 
degrees  in  the  sky.  By  now,  the  heat 
exchangers  were  creaking  and 
groaning  with  metallic  frustration  for 
being  so  hard  pressed  to  dissipate  the 
near  nova  temperatures  in  the  fusion 
core. 

The  temperature  gauge  signalled 
“Dangerously  Hot”,  and  a quick 
glance  at  the  Mass-spectrometer 
confirmed  that  I had  already  syn- 
thesized seven  new  elements  in  the 
back.  All  around  me,  radiation 
pouring  from  the  badly  overstrained 
shielding  bathed  the  surroundings  in 
an  eerie  green  glow. 

The  Civic  jockey  nearly  lost  his 
mind  at  this  point,  but  somehow 
managed  to  shove  the  car  in  drive 
and  took  off  in  an  early  lead.  I knew 
that  I could  catch  him,  so  I wrenched 
back  on  the  control  stick  so  hard  that 
I uprooted  its  mechanical  guts  from 


the  floor.  Momentarily  appearing  in 
yesterday,  the  relativistic  time 
correctors  whined  in  protest  but 
somehow  succeeded  in  returning  me 
intact  to  the  present  to  chase  the 
Civic. 

The  temperature  gauge  pulled  a 
knife  on  me  but  the  sudden  ac- 
celeration of  95  g’s  blasted  me  back 
so  hard  that  my  ribs  clicked  together 
and  my  eyes  bounced  off  the  back  of 
my  skull.  The  buildings  around  me 
melted  into  a blur  as  I reached  one 
tenth  the  speed  of  light  in  23 
milliseconds.  Feeling  my  body  pick 
up  an  extra  seventy  pounds  of  mass,  I 
found  it  difficult  to  look  through  the 
ionic  shower  of  the  Civic’s  reactor 
for  my  opponent.  But  I know  I must 
have  already  passed  the  Civic  because 
I saw  a piece  of  his  fender  embedded 
in  my  windshield.  So  somewhere 
along  the  way,  I had  triumphed  but  I 
had  also  neglected  to  install  an  ef- 
ficient braking  system  which  seemed 
a good  idea  right  now.  Finding  it 
difficult  to  stay  awake  as  my  life 
flashed  before  me,  the  answer  to  my 
problem  suddenly  appeared  in  a 
flash,  shorting  out  several  lobes  of 
my  brain.  I quickly  opened  the  door 
and  stepped  outside,  being  treated  to 
the  indescribable  sensation  of  having 
my  ass  ripped  in  half  at  sublight 
speeds. 

I slid  on  my  can  for  what  seemed 
like  three  miles  before  grinding  to  a 
halt.  I stood  up  quickly  and  inspected 
the  three  inch  deep  abrasions  on  my 
cheeks.  Flames  sprouted  from  my 
ass,  driving  me  to  jump  in  a puddle. 
As  clouds  of  steam  rose  around  me,  a 
feeling  of  intense  serenity  descended 
over  me.  (It  was  probably  acute 
death  setting  in).  I had  actually  won! 
I did,  I did,  I really  did. 

Then,  as  suddenly  as  it  came,  that 
serene  feeling  departed.  Apparently, 

I had  reappeared  in  the  23rd  century. 

I beat  them  all  but  there  was  no  one 
to  impress.  But,  minor  setbacks 
never  stop  true  genius,  so  if  the 
medicine  of  this  century  can  help  me, 

I intend  to  put  transdimensional 
hyperdrive  on  a Kawasaki  and  then 
...  I have  to  find  someone  to  take  on. 


••••• 

Two  nuns  were  out  grocery 
shopping.  Bananas  were  on  sale,  one 
for  a dime  and  three  for  a quarter. 
One  nun  says  to  the  other,  “let’s  get 
three,  we  can  always  eat  the  third 


The  mother  superior  ripped  off 
her  habit 

and  made  frantic  love  to  the  abbot 
She  said,  all  out  of  breath, 

A fate  worse  than  death 
is  to  die  without  once  having  had  it. 


During  Reading  Week,  an  engineer 
we  know  was  sunning  himself  daily 
on  a beach  in  the  Hawaiian  Islands. 
As  time  rolled  on,  he  realised  that  he 
was  getting  a tan  everywhere,  except 
his  private  parts.  He  decided  that  this 
was  no  good,  as  he  would  look  much 
better  with  a tan  that  covered  his 
entire  body.  So,  he  thought  it  would 
be  easy  enough  to  tan  just  his  private 
parts,  keeping  the  rest  of  his  body 
protected  from  overexposure,  and  he 
burrowed  and  buried  himself  in  the 
sand,  leaving  only  his  face  and  his 


privates  exposed.  After  some  time 
two  women  came  along. 

“Do  you  know  what  that  is?”  said 
one,  pointing  at  the  planted  privates. 

“Omigosh!”  said  her  friend. 
“When  I was  in  my  teens,  my  mother 
told  me  to  stay  away  from  them, 
because  they  were  poisonous,  and 
would  cause  all  my  teeth  to  fall  out. 
Then  when  I was  in  my  twenties,  all 
the  men  would  offer  it  to  me,  and  I 
was  always  too  terrified  to  take  it.” 

"How  silly,"  remarked  the  other, 
in  surprise. 

"Quite,”  returned  her  friend, 
“but  I finally  relented,  and  shit!  was 
that  ever  a prize.  Then  when  I was  in 
my  thirties,  I tried,  and  tried,  but  I 
couldn’t  get  enough  of  it.  When  I 
was  in  my  forties,  I couldn’t  enjoy  it 
any  more,  and  now  that  I’m  in  my 
fifties,  the  goddamn  things  are 
growing  wild!”  With  that,  she 
grabbed  hold  of  the  ‘plant’,  tore  it 
from  its  roots,  and  threw  it  into  the 
surf. 
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A young  man  finds  out  his  mother 
is  dying  but  cannot  get  to  her  in  time. 
He  decides  to  send  her  a picture  of 
himself  but  the  only  picture  he  has  of 
himself  is  in  the  nude.  So  he  just  cut 
off  the  top  half  but  accidently  sent 
the  bottom  half.  When  the  mother, 
whose  eyesight  is  very  poor,  gets  the 
picture  she  says,  “Yep,  that’s  my 
son,  long  nose  and  baggy  cheeks!” 


Which  bird  can  fuck  the  longest? 
The  wood-pecker. 


What  are  three  expensive  cuts? 
Prime  rib,  New  York  steak  and  a 
vasectomy. 


The  wealthy  oil  baron  lay  on  his 
death  bed.  His  tearful  servants 
gathered  about  him  as  he  made  out 
his  last  will  and  testament. 

"Simmons,  you  have  been  an 
extremely  loyal  and  trustworthy 
butler.  For  your  services,  I give  you 
my  estate  and  half  of  my  money.” 

“Thank  ye,  sir”  said  Simmons 
with  a bow. 

“For  you,  James,  I give  you  my 
Winter  Estate  and  half  of  my  money, 
because  you  have  been  so  faithful 
and  taken  such  good  care  of  my  cars 
over  the  past  twenty  years.” 

“Thank  ye,  sir”  said  James  with  a 
bow. 

“You,  Toran,  have  been  a totally 
useless  gardener.  You  have  destroyed 
all  of  my  lawn,  maimed  all  my 
hedges,' and  obliterated  my  beautiful 
gardens.  To  you  I give  the  distinction 
of  fuck  all.” 


Two  boys  were  riding  down  the 
street  in  their  little  red  wagon,  which 
was  hitched  up  to  their  pet  St. 
Bernard.  At  every  command  from 
the  older  brother,  the  dog  would 
start,  stop,  speed  up,  and  turn  to  the 
left  and  right. 

After  a while  a worker  from  the 
Humane  Society  came  along.  She 
noted  with  a grimace  of  horror  the 
leash  tied  around  the  dog’s  neck  for 
control,  and  the  string  tying  the  dog’s 
tail  to  the  handle  of  the  wagon. 
"Boys!”  she  cried  out.  “What  are 
you  doing  such  a terrible,  nasty  thing 
for?” 

“Well,  said  one  brother,  “we’re 
just  riding  along  here  with  Spot 
pulling  us  along.” 

“Oh,  1 see,”  said  the  Humane 
Society  worker,  “and  you  can  jolly 
well  detach  your  dog  from  the  wagon 
and  stop  having  him  pull  you  about 
in  it,  or  I shall  call  the  police  and 
have  you  put  into  big  trouble.”  This 
scared  the  young  brothers,  and  they 
did  as  the  worker  had  bade  them. 
Satisfied,  she  left. 

The  next  day,  she  had  occasion  to 
walk  through  the  same  area,  and 
thought  she  might  check  up  on  the 
two  little  waifs.  As  she  turned  the 
comer  on  to  their  street,  she  was 
again  dismayed,  but  this  time  to  see 
the  two  boys  riding  along  on  the 
dog’s  back.  She  stopped  the  boys, 
and  commanded  them  to  get  off  of 
the  dog’s  back.  As  the  older  brother 
dismounted  the  dog,  she  noticed  that 
he  was  holding  one  end  of  a string  in 
his  hand.  She  also  noticed  that  the 
other  end  was  tied  to  the  dog’s 
testicles.  Grabbing  the  boy  by  the 
ear,  she  said,  "And  you  had  better 
detach  that  string,  too,  buster,  or  I’ll 
turn  you  in  to  the  police  and  you’ll  be 
in  big,  big  trouble.” 

“Aw,  darn,”  said  the  boy  to  his 
brother.  “First  she  takes  away  our 
horse  and  buggy,  and  now  she  gets 
rid  of  our  passing  gear!” 


One  day  female  artsie  was  hit- 
chhiking and  a man  in  a Cadillac 
pulled  over.  He  tells  her  his  Cadillac 
has  everything,  television,  stereo,  air 
conditioning  and  a telephone. 

“A  telephone!”  exclaims  the  artsie 
“could  I phone  my  parents  in 
Newfoundland?” 

"Well,  what  would  you  do  if  I let 
you  phone  them?” 

“Oh,  anything." 

He  undoes  his  pants  and  pulls  out 
his  cock.  She  grabs  it  and  says, 
“Hello,  Mom!” 


A man  finds  a magic  lantern  and 
naturally  when  he  rubs  it,  out  pops  a 
genie. 

“I  will  grant  you  any  three  wishes 
you  desire,  master”  says  the  genie 

“First  I would  like  five  million 
dollars” 

The  genie  waves  his  arm  and  the 
money  appears. 

“Next,  I want  a lucious,  homy 
blonde.” 

The  genie  waves  his  arm  and  she 
appears. 

“Lastly,  I want  my  pecker  to  touch 
the  floor.” 

The  genie  then  whips  out  a sword 
and  cuts  off  his  legs. 

••••• 


Fail  Safe  Mechanism:  something 
that  protects  guided  muscles  against 
explosion. 


••••• 

Sign  On  Entrance  to  Homy 
Commune:  Cum  on  in  — we’re  never 
clothed. 


“Thank  ye,  sir”  said  Toran. 
“Who  do  I get  first?” 


Famous  Saying:  It’s  the  eager 
beaver  that  gets  the  worm. 


A girl  says  to  her  boyfriend, 
“When  you  said  you  mounted  birds, 
I though  you  were  a taxidermist. 


Did  you  hear  the  one  about  the 
constipated  mathematician?  He 
worked  it  out  with  a pencil.  But,  did 
you  hear  the  one  about  the  con- 
stipated pole  vaulter?  ... 


Proverb:  It’s  nice  to  kiss  a nun 
once  but  you  should  try  getting  into 
the  habit. 


Available  to  all  members  of  the  University  of  Toronto: 
Student.  Faculty  or  Administrative  staff. 

Office  of  the  University  Ombudsman.  16  Hart  House  Circle, 
University  of  Toronto.  Toronto.  Ontario  mss  iai  978-4874 

Members  of  the  University  at  the  Scarborough 
and  Erindale  Campuses  may  arrange  to  meet  with 
the  Ombudsman  at  their  respective  campuses. 


Why  do  bees  buzz?  You  wouf  'o 
if  you  had  your  honey  between  _ 
legs. 


••••• 


A customer  orders  a hamburger  in 
a restaurant.  But  when  he  gets  it  he 
notices  some  hair  in  it.  He  im- 
mediately informs  the  waitress  but 
she  says  she  can’t  do  anything  and 
he’ll  have  to  tell  the  chef.  When  he 
enters  the  kitchen  he  notices  the  chef 
flattening  some  hamburgers  by 
putting  them  in  his  armpit. 

“That’s  gross!"  says  the  customer. 

“Not  really,"  says  the  chef,  “You 
should  see  how  the  guy  across  the 
street  makes  donuts!” 


••••• 

A Russian,  American  and 
Canadian  scientist  are  bragging  over 
their  medical  discoveries.  The 
Russian  says  he  took  an  arm  and 
built  a man  around  it,  and  that  man 
is  now  out  looking  for  work.  The 
American  says  that’s  nothing,  he 
took  a hand  and  built  a man  around 
it  and  that  man  is  now  out  looking 
for  work.  The  Canadian  says,  that’s 
nothing,  we  took  an  asshole,  built  a 
government  around  it  and 
everybody’s  out  looking  for  work. 


One  day  an  arts  student  decided 
that  he  needed  to  be  circumcised,  and 
he  checked  out  several  physicians  in 
the  pursuit  of  his  desire.  The  first 
doctor  told  him  that  it  would  cost 
S40.00  for  a good  job,  to  which  the 
artsman  replied,  “Oh  no,  that’s  far 
too  much.” 

The  second  medical  practitioner 
quoted  him  a price  of  $35.00  which 
was  also  too  much  for  the  artsie  to 
pay.  A third  physician  quoted  him 
$50.00,  to  which  the  arts  scholar 
again  replied,  “Oh  no,  too  much,  too 
much!” 

The  artsman  decided  to  do  it 
himself,  and  acquiring  a large 
butcher  knife,  he  lay  his  pathetic 
claim  to  manhood  on  the  table  and 
wound  up  for  a mighty  swipe.  His 
arm  came  down,  and  there  was  a 
deafening  “CHOP”,  and  the  artsie 
could  be  heard  for  miles,  screaming 
“Too  much!  Too  much!” 


A young  man  has  been  working  at 
a funeral  home  for  several  weeks 
when  the  boss  says  he  is  going  to  take 
the  day  off.  He  leaves  instructions 
not  to  be  disturbed  except  if  its  very 
important  because  he’s  dead  tired. 
The  young  man  is  preparing  a body 
for  the  service  when  he  notices  a cork 
in  the  asshole.  When  he  pulls  it  out 
the  asshole  starts  singing,  Hello 
Dolly.  He  immediately  calls  the  boss 
and  tells  him  to  come  as  quickly  as 
possible.  Two  hours  later  he  arrives. 
The  young  man  shows  him  the  body 
and  pulls  out  the  cork.  Again  the 
asshole  starts  singing  Hello  Dolly. 

Enraged  the  boss  yells,  “You  mean 
to  tell  me  that  you  dragged  me 
through  two  hours  of  heavy  traffic 
just  to  listen  to  some  asshole  sing 
Hello  Dolly?!" 


What  do  you  call  a tax  collector? 
An  income  poop. 


Three  foreign  auto  makers  decide 
to  sell  their  car  in  North  America  but 
they  need  a name  for  the  car.  They 
ask  Fritz  to  make  up  a name. 

“Dat’s  no  problem  at  all,"  says 
Fritz,  “Have  it  for  you  in  two 
weeks." 

"No  we  want  it  tomorrow.” 

"Dat-soon!” 


Note:  It’s  dangerous!  to  drink  and 
'rive,  you  might  hit  a bump  and  spill 


Do  you  know  why  vanes  always 
have  cocks  on  them?  Because  if  they 
had  cunts  the  wind  would  go  right 
through. 


••••• 

While  a woman  is  waiting  for  a bus 
she  decides  to  weigh  hei'self  on  a 
nearby  scale  that  tells  fortunes.  The 
fortune  says  that  she  is  140  pounds 
and  fat.  Indignant,  she  goes  back  to 
the  bus  stop.  Ten  minutes  later  the 
bus  still  hasn’t  come.  So  she  decides 
to  weigh  herself  again.  This  time  the 
fortune  reads;  you’re  still  fat  and  you 
will  be  fucked  in  the  next  five 
minutes.  When  she  gets  back  to  the 
bus  stop  a car  pulls  up,  a guy  grabs 
her  and  pulls  her  inside.  Then  he 
rapes  her  and  chucks  her  out  on  the 
sidewalk.  Stunned,  she  goes  back  to 
the  weigh  scale  again.  This  time  the 
fortune  says:  while  you’ve  been  fat 
and  fucked  you  missed  your  bus. 


The  results  of  a recently  completed 
drivers  survey  indicate  that  married 
women  are  by  far  the  worst  drivers 
on  the  road.  The  principle  reason  for 
this  seems  to  be  that  married  women 
have  absolutely  no  depth  perception, 
or  sense  of  distance.  This 
phenomenon  has  been  attributed  to 
the  reason  that  married  women  are 
continually  told  that  this  distance 


is  eight  inches. 


Axiom:  Honour  is  nice  but  in  her  is 
is  better. 


Tip  to  Insomniacs:  Lie  on  the  edge 
of  the  bed,  you’ll  drop  off  in  no  time. 


A man  takes  his  son  to  a bar  and 
while  they  are  drinking  their  brew,  a 
sleazy  whore  comes  in.  The  son 
moans,  "Oh  father  would  I like  to 
eat  her.” 

“No  son  you  can’t  do  that.” 

About  then  the  father  gets  a 
telephone  call.  When  he  comes  back 
he  notices  his  son  looking  rather 
pale.  He  looks  around  the  bar  and 
notices  the  whore  is  gone.  The  father 
says  “I  know  what  it  was;  it  was  that 
bar-bitch-u-ate.” 


••••• 


Why  do  elephants  have  four  feet? 
Well,  they’d  look  silly  with  four 
inches. 


What  do  you  call  a photographer 
who  fucks  for  nothing?  A free 
lancer. 


What  is  it  that  boys  scout  for?  A 
girl’s  guide. 


Did  you  hear  about  the  new 
discovery  that  elephants  have  sexual 
organs  in  their  feet?  If  one  steps  on 
you,  you’re  screwed. 

MM* 

A postman,  while  doing  his  route 
around  Christmas  time,  is  met  by  a 
beautiful  woman  at  the  door  who 
invites  him  in.  She  takes  him  upstairs 
and  gives  him  the  lay  of  his  life.  As 
he  is  about  to  leave  she  gives  him  a 
dollar.  The  mystified  postie  asks  her 
why  she  has  given  him  such  kind 
treatment  — quite  a change  from 
having  dogs  trying  to  bite  his  balls 
off.  She  says  it  was  her  husbands 
luea.  The  other  night  we  were 
discussing  what  to  give  the  postman 
for  Christmas.  I suggested  $10.00  but 
he  said  “Fuck  ’em,  give  ’em  a dollar. 


A woman  dismayed  by  a rash  on 
her  behind  asks  a doctor  what  to  do. 
He  tells  her  to  take  a bath  in  milk. 
The  next  morning  when  the  milkman 
comes  by  the  woman  asks  for  5 
gallons  in  addition  to  her  regular  two 
quarts.  The  milkman,  naturally 
aghast,  asks  what  for.  She  tells  him 
that  the  doctor  recommended  she 
take  a bath  in  milk  to  get  rid  or  a rash 
on  her  behind. 

“Oh,”  replies  the  milkman  "Do 
you  want  it  pasteurized?” 

“No,  up  to  my  tits  will  be  fine.” 


aai*aE*iKi  #SKg 


What  Type  Are  You? 


Vain 

Amiable 

Proud 

Shy 

Impudent 
Scientific 
Unfortunate 
Bewildered 
Nervous 
Honest 
Dishonest 
Foolish 
Prepared 
Miserable 
Unsociable 
Disappointed 
Strategic 
Deluded 
Detective-type 
Mean  one  who 
Wise 


one  who  loves  the  smell  of  his  own  farts 
one  who  loves  the  smell  of  other  people’s  farts 
one  who  thinks  he  can  let  loud  farts 
one  who  lets  silent  farts  and  blushes 
one  who  lets  loud  farts  and  laughs 
one  who  bottles  his  farts 
one  who  tries  to  fart  but  shits 
one  who  doesn’t  know  his  own  farts  from  others’ 
one  who  stops  in  the  middle  of  a fart 
one  who  farts  fairly 
one  who  farts  and  blames  the  dog 
one  who  keeps  farts  in 
one  who  always  has  a fart  ready 
one  who  can’t  fart 
one  who  doesn’t  like  the  smell  of  farts 
one  whose  farts  don’t  stink 
one  who  covers  his  farts  with  a cough 
one  who  enjoys  others’  farts  and  thinks  they’re  his 
one  who  tells  by  his  neighbours’  farts  what  they  ate 
farts  in  bed  and  shakes  the  covers  over  his  wife’s  head 
one  who  farts  and  asks,  “who  the  hell  shit’’ 


STUDENTS 

REGISTER  NOW  FOR  SUMMER  WORK 
CANADA  MANPOWER  CENTRE  FOR  STUDENTS: 
2968  DUNDAS  ST.  W. 330  KEELE  ST. 
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A very  small  town  in  Ontario  just 
acquired  its  first  graduate  from 
anything  higher  than  a public  school. 
The  townsfolk  decided  to  celebrate 
this  historic  occasion  by  declaring  the 
day  that  their  esteemed  student 
returned  a holiday.  Upon  his  return, 
the  great  Arts  graduate  was  conveyed 
by  chauffeur-driven  ox-cart  to  the 
makeshift  soapbox  and  podium 


where  he  was  to  meet  his  father. 

When  he  arrived,  his  very  proud 
father  took  his  son  and  led  him  up  to 
the  podium.  Speaking  to  his  son,  he 
said,  “Son,  you’re  the  first  one  ever 
to  get  beyond  public  school  from  this 
town  and  everybody  is  waiting  for 
you  to  say  something  brilliant  to 
them  so  say  something  intelligent  to 


the  people.” 

The  son  hesitated  for  a moment 
before  he  spoke.  “Pi  r squared”  was 
all  he  could  think  of  to  say.  His 
father  struck  him  a violent  cuff,  and 
yelled,  “What  the  hell  are  you  trying 
to  put  over  on  these  people? 
Everyone  knows  pie  are  round,  and 
cake  are  square!” 


this  ad  just-as-seductively 
dedicated  to 


GRAHAM 


who’s  jealous  of  Steve 


Did  you  hear  about  the  female  artsie 
who  got  a vibrator? 

Knocked  all  her  teeth  out. 


EARN  PART-TIME 
$ QUICKLY! 


WANTED:  Volunteers  for  simple 
radiobiology  experiement. 

Due  to  the  lack  of  fundamental  data 
in  the  field  of  radiation  effects  on 
humans,  the  research  team  of  Stein, 
Schwartz,  Goldbloom,  and  Car- 
bunkel,  under  contract  by  the 
Atomic  Energy  Control  Board, 
(control  number  99.1-FM),  are 
conducting  on  high  energy  neutron 
irradiation  experiements  on  humans. 


The  hours  are  great,  and  the  pay 
fantastic  ($100.  per  hr.).  The  work  is 
excruciatingly  simple;  just  sit  down, 
relax,  and  interact  with  a few  friendly 
neutrons. 

For  further- information  contact 
Ouroka  Nakashimi,  University  of 
Hiroshima,  Japan,  or  Profession  J.J. 
Jay,  Department  of  Chemical 
Engineering,  University  of  Toronto. 


